THE TENTATIVE CONCLUSION
that Edinburgh makes when Princes Street is filled
with the people who go to see the Rugby Inter-
nationals at Murrayfield. I had praised, in somewhat
overflowing language, the thews and the strength of
the men, the girls' tall figures and their fine com-
plexions. And a year later I wondered if I had overr
done it. I thought uncomfortably that perhaps I had
romanticized that cheerful crowd, and this year, on
the morning of the match for the Calcutta Cup, I
went timidly to Princes Street, expecting disillusion.
But as surely as the Castle sits on a rock, the young
men and women were even taller and stronger and
lovelier than I had said they were; and the somewhat
flamboyant passage in Magnus Merriman was merely
an interesting example of understatement. Edinburgh
is still a good place to live in; but how much better
it might be! That Gothic mile, from the Castle to
Holyroodhouse, deserves a race of heroes; and the
New Town should be peopled by wit and culture, by
urbanity and beauty. The physique is there, and so is
beauty. But a handful of anecdotes will pass for wit,
and culture is shy, and short of breath, and rare at that
In Aberdeen, too, there is great physical vigour, and
behind those granite walls, that make of it a place as
secret as an Oriental town, hospitality and entertain-
ment may rise to a glorious robustitude. But in-
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